The George Sand-
Do you remember the editors, the theatrical managers, the
readers and the public when you are running about the coun-
try! As for me, I forget everything as I do when Pauline
Viardot is singing.

The other day we discovered, about three leagues from here,
a wilderness, an absolute wilderness of woods in a great ex-
panse of country, where not one hut could be seen, not a
human being, not a sheep, not a fowl, nothing but flowers,
butterflies and birds all day. But where will my letter find
you? I shall wait to send it to you till you give me an address.

CCXXXII.    To GEORGE SAND

Bagnfcres de Luchon, 12th July, 1872

I have been here since Sunday evening, dear master, and am
no happier than at Croisset, even a little less so, for I am very
idle. They make so much noise in the house where we are,
that it is impossible to work. Moreover, the sight of the bour-
geois who surround us is unendurable. I am not made for
travelling. The least inconvenience disturbs me. Your old
troubadour is very old, decidedly! Doctor Lambron, the phy-
sician of this place, attributes my nervous tendencies to the
excessive use of tobacco. To be agreeable I am going to smoke
less; but I doubt very much if my virtue will cure me!

I have just read Dickens's Pickwick. Do you know that?
There are superb passages in it; but what defective composi-
tion ! All English writers are the same; Walter Scott excepted,
all lack a plot. That is unendurable for us Latins.

Mister ***** is certainly nominated, as it seems. All the
people who have had to do with the Odeon, beginning with you,
dear master, will repent of the support that they have given
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